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NOTE 

Tvir poem, “ Christ in Hailes," with the accompanying; 
lyrics, which originally appeared m Mr. Klkm M.itluM. 
Shilling Caarland, is inclurlcil in the present v<_>1ume. No 
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printed. 



THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOUL 


■ Allured by the disastrous tavern-light 
• * 

Unhappy things flow in oat ot the night; 

And ever the sad human swarm returned, 
Some crazy-fluttering, and some half-burned. 
Among the labourers, gnarled, and splashed 
with mire, 

The disillusioned women sipping fire, 

Slow tasting bargainers amid the flare, 

* 

And lurid ruininators, — I was 'ware 
Of that cold face from which I may not run. 
Which even now doth stab me in the sun. 

-t i 

1 • 

- That face was of a woman that alone 

$ewing; a white liquor by her shone: 


i 


A 



tl 
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THE WOMAN w|[TH TIIF. DEAD SQVti 
From which at mom|ents warily and slow’.; 

* I 

She sipped; then bo^nt above her sewing ldWr 

■ 

■ . % 

A sober dress of de iC ent serge she wore ■ 

Uplifted nicely from the smirching floor; ■ ■' . 

And with a bunch . 0 f grapes her hat was- 
crowned, n 

Which trembled together if she glanced around. 

Speckless, arranged;in and with no braid awry, 

n 

All smoothed and c :umbed she sewed incesr 


santly. 

She turned her eyes. 0 n me; they had no ray; 
Iiut stared like windt; nvs in the peer of day. 

i 

So cold her gaze iha t I bowed down my head 


Trembling; it seem^ »d to me that she was 


dead, 


■ * 

t ■ 

1 ■..►ft 


And that those handj 

■ 

As though the original 


s mechanically wenV&Sy .- 1 



• - 



THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOUL 3 


Yew that have wailed above the quiet clay! 

* a 

That', on the pillow without stirring lay; 

Yet think how I stood mourning by the side 

* 

, Of. her who sat, but seemed as she had died; 
"Cold, yet so busy; though so nimble, dead; 

1 

Whose fingers ever at the sewing sped. 

w « 

I spoke with her, and in slow terror guessed 
How she, so ready for perpetual rest. 

So smoothly combed and for the ground pre¬ 
pared, 

Whose eyes already fixed beyond me stared, 
Could sidle unobserved and safely glide 
Amid the crowd that wist not she had died, 
gently she spoke; not once her check grew 


''it * ' l 

. f 


ar ■ , 

pale 

; \>- r ^ ‘ 

translate the dreadful placid tale. 

■ 1 ■ 1 ■ 

!■ ■ ^ 

§lfe with a soul was born: she felt it leap 



4 THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOU*. \ 

Within her: it could wonder, laugh, and weep 
But dismally as rain on ocean blear, 

The days upon that human spirit dear 
Fell; and existence lean, in sky dead-grey. 
Withholding steadily, starved it away; 

London ignored it with deliberate stare, 

Until the delicate thing began to wear. 

She lelt it ailing for she knew not what; 
Feebly she wept; but she could aid it not. 

Ah, not the stirring child within the womb 
Hath such an urgent need of light and room! 
Then hungry grew her soul: she looked around, 
But nothing to allay that famine found; 

She fell it die a little every day, 

Flutter less wildly, and more feebly pray.' 

■ 

Stiller it grew; at times she felt it pull 

• • 

Imploring thinly something beautiful, 
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And in the night was painfully awake, 

• > 

And struggled in the darkness till day-break. 

For not at once; not without anv strife, 

* 

It died; at times it started back to life, 

Now at some angel evening after rain, 

Builded like early Paradise again, 

Now at some flower, or human fare, or sky 

With silent tremble of iniinilv, 

* 

Or at some waft of fields in midnight sweet, 
Or soul of summer dawn in the dark street. 
Slowly she wa£ aware her soul had died 
Within her bodv: for no more it cried, 

Vexed her no more; and now monotonous life 
Easily passed *, she was exempt from strife; 
And from her soul was willing lo be freed, 

1 

She' COuld not keep what she could never feed; 

# 

And. she was well; above or bliss or care; 



6 TUB WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOUL 

a 

Hunger and thirst were her emotions bare, 

For the great stars consented, and withdrew, 
And music, and the moon, greenness and dew. 
Yet for a time more heavily and slow 
She walked, and indolently worked, as though ■ 
About with her she could not help but bring 
Within her busy body the dead thing. 

When T had heard her tell without one tear 
What now I have translated, m great tear 
Toward her T leaned, and “O my sister! ” 
cried, 

“ My sister! ” hut my hand she put aside, 

Lest I her decent dress might disarray, 

And so smiled n\ me ihat I might not stay. 

• » 

And T remembered that to one long de&d ■ 

■ ■ 

I spoke: ** No sound shall rouse her now,”' 2 

« 

said, ' }■ 

W tm 
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rt Not Orpheus touching in that gloom his 
chord. 

Nor even the special whisper that restored 
Pale Lazarus; yet will she seem to run. 

And hurry eager in the noonday sun, 
Industrious limed, ami kempt; tii! she at last. 
Run down, inaccurate, aside is cast.'* 

While thus I whispered and in wonder wild 
Could not unfix* my gaze from her, a child 
Plucked at her dress, and the dead woman 
rose; 

On to the mirror silently sh«- goes, 

Lightly a louse tress touches at lur car; 

She gazes in her own eye - wiihonl fear. 
.Deliberately then with lingers light 
.-She smoothed her dress, and stole into the 
'• night. 



MARPESSA 


Marpessa, tiring givtn l»y /.eus li'-r choice between the god 
Apollo ami lilas .1 mortal, oho&e Id'is. 

Wounded with beauty in the summer night 
Young Idas tossed upon bis couch, and cried 
“ Marpessa, O Marpessa! " From the dark 
The floating smell of flowers invisible, 

The mystic yearning of the garder. wet, 

The moonless-passing night — into his brain 
Wandered, until he rose and outward leaned 
In the dim summer: *twas the moment deep 
When wc arc conscious ot the secret dawrv ■ 

# 

Amid the darkness that wc feel is green, ’ 7- 

■■ 

To Idas had Marpessa been revealed, 

8 
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i > 

Roaming with morning thoughts amid the 

AH fresh from sleeping; and upon her cheek 
The bloom of pure repose; like perfect fruit 
Even at the moment was her beauty ripe. 
‘The god Apollo troni the heaven of heavens 
Her mortal sweetness through the air allured; 
And on this very noon she shall decide 
'Twixt Idas and the god, lake to hors'df 
A brief or an eternal lover. So 
When the ldng day that glideth without cloud, 
The summer day, was at her blue deep hour 
Of lilies musical wirh busy bliss, * 

When very light trembled with excess, 

-And heat was frail, and cvciy bush and flower 

m* - " 

Was drooping in the glory overcome; 

Xjfey three together met; on the one side, 



IO MARPESSA ■ , ' 

* ■ 

■ 

i 

# 

Fresh from diffusing light on all the world ■ 
Apollo; on the other without sleep 
Idas, and in the midst Marpessa stood. 

Just as a dower after drenching rain, 

So from the falling of felicity 
Her human beauty glowed, and it was new; 
The bee too near her bosom drowsed and 
dropped. 

But as the god sprang to embrace her, they 

Heard thunder, and a little alterward 

The far Paternal voice, 11 Let her uocide.” 

Ami as a flame blown backward by a gust, 

% 

Burned to and fro ir. fury beautiful 

The murmuring god; but at the last he spoke, 

* V 

And smiled as on his favourite western isle.’ „ 

* 

■■ ■ 
w * 

“ Marpessa, though no trouble, nor any pain,^. 

• ■ 

So is it willed, can touch me; but i live 
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For ever in a deep deliberate bliss, 

A spirit sliding through tranquillity; 

Yet when I saw thee I imagined woe. 

That thou who art so fair, shouldst ever taste 
Of the earth-sorrow: for thy life has been 
The history of a (lower in the air, 

Liable but to breezes and to time. 

As rich and purposeless as is the rose: 

Thy simple doom is to be beautiful. 

Thee God created but to grow, not strive, 

And n«»t to suffer, merely to be sweet. 

The favourite of his rains; and tliou indeed 

» 

Lately upon the summer wasl disclosed. 

Child, wilt thou taste of grief ? On thee the 

■ V hours 

i 

m 

m 

■ # 

' Shall feed, and bring thy soul into the dusk: 

* 

■- 

■ 

, -Even now thy face is hasting to the dark! 
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■ 

For slowly shalt thou cool to all things great,. 
And wisely smile at love; and thou shalt see 
Beautiful Faith surrendering to Time, 

The fierce ingratitude of children loved, 

Ah, sting of stings! A mourner shalt thou 
stand 

At Passion's funeral in decent garb. 

The greenly silent and cool-growing night 
Shall be the time when most thou art awake. 
With dreary eyes of all illusion cured, 

Beside that stranger that thy husband is. 

But if thou'lt live with me, then shalt thou 
bide 

In mere felicity above the world, 

In peace alive and moving, where to stir • 
Is ecstacy, and thrilling is repose. 

■ 

What is the love of men that women seek it) 



MARPESSA 


*3 

In its beginning pale with cruelty, 

« 

But having sipped of beauty, negligent, 

And full of languor and distaste: for they 
' Seeking that perfect face beyond the world 
Approach in vision earthly semblances, 

And touch, and at the shadows lice away. 

w 

Then wilt thou die? Part with eternal thoughts. 
Lie without any hope beneath the grass, 

All thy imaginations in the dust? 

And all that tint and melody and breath, 
Which in their lovely unison are thou, 

To be dispersed upon the whiiling sands! 
Thy soul blown seaward on nocturnal blast! 

O brief and breathing crcatuic, wilt thou cease 

■ 

Pice having been? Thy doom doth make 

*. ■ i 

, ■, thee rich, 

* ■ 

■ 

And the low grave doth make thee exquisite. 



14 MARPESSA 

But if thou’lt live with me, then will 1 kiss : 

■ « 

Warm immortality into thy lips; 

And T will carry thee above the world, 

To share my ccstacy of Hinging beams, 

And scattering without intermission joy. 

And thou shall know that fust lea]) of the sea 
Toward me; the grateful upward look of earth, 
Emerging roseate from her bath of dew,— 

We two in heaven dancing, — Babylon 
Shall flash and murmui, and c\y from under us. 
And Nineveh catch fire, and at our feet 
Be hurled with her inhabitants, ami all 
Adoring Asia kindle and hugely bloom; — 

■ 

We two in heaven running, — continents 


Shall lighten, ocean unto ocean flash. 


•a • ■ 

• i ,« 

. 1 * 


And rapidly laugh till all this world is warsa.'*;’ 

J i * ■ 

« ■ * 

Or since thou art a woman, thou shalt have./? 
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More tender tasks; to steal upon the sea, 

A long expected bliss to tossing men. 

Or build upon the evening sky some wished 
And glorious metropolis of cloud. 

Thou shall persuade the harvest and bring on 
The deeper green, it silently attend 
The fiery luncrui u i foliage old. 

Connive with 'I'ime serene and the good hours. 
Or, — for 1 know thy heart, — a dearer toil,— 
To lure inti* the air a iaee long Mck, 

a 

To gild the brow that fn*m its dead looks up, 
To shine on the unfoigiven of this world; 
With slow sweet surgery restore the bruin, 


And to dispel shadows and shadowy fear.” 

« 

Whtsn he had spoken, humbly Idas said: 

* # » 

9 * 

“After such argument what c an I plead ? 

■>' 

Cf ■ 1 

-Qrwhat pale promise make? Vet since it is 
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i 

In women to pity rather than to aspire, 

A little I will speak. I love thee then 
Not only for thy body packed with sweet 

• m 

Of all this world, that cup of brimming June, 
That jar of violet wine set in the air. 

That palest rose sweet in the night of life; 
Nor for that stirring bosom all besieged 
By drowsing lovers, or thy perilous hair; 

Nor for that face that might indeed provoke 
Invasion of old cities; no, nor all 
Thy ficshiicss stealing on me like strange 
sleep. 

Not for this only do 1 love thee, but 
Because Infinity upon thee broods; 

And thou art full of whispers and of shadd*vt*.' 
Thou meanest what the sea has striven tO'$a)£ 

■ V 

So long, and yearned up the cliffs to tell; ' 
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Thou art what all the winds have uttered not, 
What the still flight suggesteth to the heart 

Thy voice is like to music heard ere birth, 

■ 

Some spirit lute touched on a .spirit sea; 

Thy face remembered is from uthei w 01 Ids, 

It has been died I or, Lhnugh l know iv>t when. 
It has been sun# of, though l kn««w not where. 


It has the strangeness of ihe lurii** - West, 


And ot sad sea-horizons beside thee 


I am aware of other times and land:,, 

Of birth far hark, of lives in many start*. 

O beauty lone and like a candle clear 
In this dark count!y n 1 the world! Thou ait 
My.woe, my early light, my music d)in;'.” 

» 1 

1 > 

As He was speaking, she with lips apart 

"■ j ■ 

1 m 

.Breathed, and with dimmer eyes leaned through 


ip » ' 


'■ 7 the air 
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■ f 

As one in dream, and now his human hand - r 

* 

m 

Took in her own; and to Apollo spoke: 

“O gradual rose of the dim universe! 

Whose warmth steals through the grave unto 
the dead, 

.Soul of the early .-ky, the priest ot bloom! 
Who beautiluliy goest in the West, 

Attracting ns to an eternal home 
The yearning soul. Male of the female earth I 
O eager bridegroom springing in tin's world 
As in thy bed prepared! Fain would I know 
Yon heavenly waiting through the heaven wide, 

m 

And the large view o* the subjected seas. 

And famous cities, and the various toil 

■ 

■ 

l' ' 

Of men: all Asia at my iccl spread out 

■ a 

In indolent magnificence of bloom! -■// 

* 

* • 

Africa in her malted hair obscured. 
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And India in meditation plunged! 

JThen the delight of Hinging the sunbeams. 
Diffusing silent bliss; and yet more sweet,— 

To cherish fruit 011 the warm wall; to raise 

■ 

Out of the tomb to glory the pale wheat, 
Serene ascension by the rain prepared; 

To work with the benignly falling hours. 

And beautiful slow Time. Jiul dearest, this, 
To gild the lace that from its dead looks up, 
To ?«hine on the 1 ejected, and arrive 
To women that lemember in the night; 

Or mend with sweetest surgery the mind. 

And yet, forgive me if I can but speak 

Most human words. Of immortality 

ThpU singest: thou would'st hold me from the 

** *. I * 

: * ground, 

% 

• ■ 

And ihis just opening beauty from the grave. 
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As yet I have known no sorrow; all my day*;. 

■ 1 ■ 

Like perfect lilies under water stir. 

And God has sheltered me from his own wind 
The darling of his breezes have I been. 

Yet as to one inland, that dreanieth lone, 

i 

Sea faring men with their sea-weary eyes, 
Round the inn-lire tell of some foreign land; 
So aged men, much tossed about in life. 

Have told me of that country, Sorrow far. 

How many goodly ships at anchor lie 

* 

Within her ports; even to me indeed 
Hath a sea-rumour through the night been 

V 

borne. 

* 

i 

And I myself remember, and have heard,* 

m 0 

Of men that did believe, women that loved.". * r 

. 'i 1 • i 

That were unhappy long and now are de^ 

■ . . 

4 \ i 11 " , 

With wounds that no eternity can closer -y 
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A 

"Life had so marked them: or of others who 

Panted toward their end, and fell on death 

Even as sobbing runners breast the rope. 

And most I remember of all human things 

My mother; often as a child I preyed 

My face against her cheek, and fell her tears; 

Even as she smiled on me, her eyes would till, 

Until my own grew ignorantly wet; 

And I in silence wondered at sorrow. 

When I remember thi*, how shall I know 

That I myself may not, by sorrow taught, 

Accept the perfect stillness of the ground ? 

Where, though I lie still, and stir not at all. 

Yet shall I irresistibly be kind, 

$ '«’■ 

' Helplessly sweet, a wandering garden bliss. 

1 '* ■ 

^Itfy-qshcs shall console and make for peace; 

•m 

■This mind that injured, be an aimless balm. 
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Or if there be some other world, with no .. 

* 

a 

Bloom, neither rippling sound, nor early smell, 

i 

Nor leaves, nor pleasant exchange of human 
speech; 

Only a dreadful pacing to and fro 
Of spirits meditating on the sun; 

A land of banSd boughs and grieving wind; 
Yet would I not forego the doom, the place, 
Whither my poets and my heroes wont 
Before me; warriors that with deeds forlorn 

i 

Saddened my )outh, yet made it great to live; 
Lonely antagonists «»f Destiny, 

t 

That went down scornful before many spears, 

Who soon as we are born, are straight our 

« 

■ > 

friends; ■ * ' * 


i . \ j - 

And live in simple music, country songs, r >- 
And mournful ballads by the winter fire* * 
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Since they have died; their death is ever mine; 

■ 

I would not lose it. Then, thou speak*st of 

joy* 

Of immortality without one sigh, 

Existence without tcar.i for eveimore. 

Tnou wgiikl'st preserve me from the anguish, 
lest 

This holy fare into the dark return. 

Yet I being human, human sorrow miss. 

The half of music. 1 have heard men sav, 

■F 9 

Is to have* grieved; when comes the lonely 
wail 

Over the mind; old men have tuld it me 

Subdued after long life by simple sounds. 

% 

' Thfc mourner is the favourite of the moon. 

■ • W 

. " I 

# I I 

■* And, .the departing sun his glory owes 

31 * ■ « 

M * 

■$to the eternal thoughts of creatures brief, 
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Who think the thing that they shall nevelr' 
see. 

j 

4 

liincc wo must die, how bright the starry 
track! 

Mow wonderful in a bereaved oar 
The Northern wind; how strange the summer 
night, 

The exhaling earth to those who vainly love. 
Out of our sadness have we m.utc this world 
So beautiful; the sea sighs in out brain, 

And in om heart that j earning »»i the moon. 
To all this sorrow was I 1>* mi, and since 
Out of a human womb 1 came, I am 
Not eager to forego it; 1 would scorn 

• 9 

To elude the heaviness and take the joy/ . y. 

1 : # 

Vor pain came with the sap, pangs with. the. 

' . ‘ \ 

bloom: V-l 
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This is the sting, the wonder. Yet should I 

Linger beside thee in felicity, 

Sliding with open eyes through liquid Miss - 
■ 

For ever; still I mu.st grow old. Ah f 
Should ail beside thee Apollo, and should note 
With eycr» that would not be. but yet are dim. 
Ever so slight a change from clay to day 
In thee my husband; watch thee nudge thyself 
To little offices that once were sweet: 

Slow where tlv»u once wort swift, remembering 
To kiss those lips which once thou couldst 
not leave. 

I should expect thee by the Western bay. 
Faded, not sure of thee, with desperate smiles, 

i « 

JSnx& pitiful devices my dress 
*’ 1 

■ * 

.Qr, fashion of my hair: thou wouldst grow 

1 * ■ 

■ 

kind; 
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Most bitter to a woman that was loved. 

■ 

I must ensnare thee to my arms, and touch 
-Thy pity, to but hold thee to my heart. 

But if I live with Idas, then we two 
On the low earth shall prosper hand in hand 
in odours of the open field, and live 
In peaceful noises of the farm, and watch 
The pastoral fields burned by the setting sun. 
And he shall give me passionate children, not 
Some radiant god that will despise me quite, 
But clambering limbs and little hearts that err. 
And I shall sleep beside him in the night, 
And fearful from seme dream shall touch his 


hand 


Secure; or at some festival we two 


•V ■ I • 


Will wander through the lighted city streets^ 


• '* ii 


And in the crowd I’ll take his arm and fcttV\ 


*«*■*. 
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■ 

. Him closer for the press. So shall we live. 

And though the first sweet sting of love be 

» 

past, 

The sweet thar almost venom is; though youth, 
With tender and extravagant delight, 

The first and secret kiss by twilight hedge, 
The insane tare well repeated o'er and o'er, 
Pass off; there shall succeed a faithful peace; 
Beautiful friendship tried by sun and wind, 
Durable from the daily dust of life. 

And though with sadder, still with kinder eyes, 
We shad behold all frailties, we shall haste 
To pardon, and with mellowing minds to bless. 
Then though we must grow old, we shall grow 
old 

* 

JTp^ether, and he shall not greatly miss 
’.'Sly bloom faded, and waning light of eyes, 
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Too deeply gazed in ever to seem dim; 

Nor shall we murmur at, nor much regret 

r i 

•The years that gently bend us to the ground. 
And gradually incline our face; that wc 

■ 

Leisurely stooping, and with each slow step, 

May curiously inspect our lasting home. 

Hut wc shall sit with luminous holy smiles, 

Endeared by many grief s, by many a jest, 

And custom sweet of living side by side; 

And full of memories not unkindly glance 

Upon eaili other. Last, we shall descend 

Into the natural ground - not without tears— 

■ * 

One must go first, ah god! one must go first; 

After so long one blow for both were good; 

■ • 

■. t 

. ■*■! 

Still like old friends, glad to have met,* and*. 

■ m 

■ 

leave 

■ 

Behind a wholesome memory on the earth. 
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i 

'And thou, beautiful god, in that far time. 
When in thy setting sweet thou gazcst down 
On this grey head, wilt thou remember then, 
That once I pleased thee, that I once was 
young ? ” 

When she had spoken, Idas with one cry 
Held her, and there was silence; while the 
god 

In anger disappeared. Then slowly thi.y. 

He looking downward, and she gazing up, 
Into the evening green wandered away. 



THE WIFE 


A TRUK STORY DUNE IN r*I V£RSC 

■ 

IIek husband starved; and gazed up in her 
face: 

There was no crumb of bread in the bare 
place. 

Grieving she stared into the waning light 
With fixed eyes that had in them no sight. 
Hut now at last so deeply, “ Ah! ” he said, 
She might no longer bide about the bed; 

V ■ 

But as in panic ran from side to side, « 
And like a creature all around her spied. 

1 i 
* * 

■ 

Sudden she stood; and paled in her thought^ 
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Arid with both hands at her wild bosom 

* i 

caught; 

She saw the room of every morsel reft. 

And only her own body now is lett. 

Then like a martyr robing for the flame, 

* 

She wound the sluwl about her without shame; 
Lo in the red shawl sacredly she burned. 

Her face already into ashes turned! 

And blind out ol the brightness of his face 
On to the street she came with wandering 
pace. 

But at the door a moment did she quail. 
Hearing her little sou behind her wail; 

Who, waking, stretched his arms out to her 

■ 

fade, 

, -* 

■ 

' Alid softly, “ Mother, take me with you!" cried; 
■ 

be would run beside her, clasping tight 
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* 

Her hand, and lag at every window bright, 'V 
Or near some stall beneath the wild gas-flare/ 

■I-' 

At the dim fruit in ghostly bloom would stare. 
Toward him she turned, and felt her bosom 
swell 


Wildly: he was so young almost she fell; 

Yet. took him up, and to allay his erics 
Smiled at him with her lips, not with her eyes, 
Then laid him down; away her hand she 
snatched, 

And now with streaming face the door un¬ 
latched. 


When lo, the long uproar of feet, 

The huge dim iury of the street! 

While she into the wild night goes. 
That in her eyes a light shower blows. 
Faces like moths against her fly, 




Tills WIKE 


' Like moths by brilliance lured to die; 
The clerk with spirit lately dead, 

The decent clothes above him spread; 
The joyous cruel lace of boys; 

Those dreadful shadows proffering toys; 
The constable with lifil'd hand 
Conducting the fircluNi r al Strand; 

A woman secretly distrest, 

And staidly weeping dimly drest; 

A girl i* Vt-ivlin,; dowers and fern. 

Their very touch her finders burn ; 

A blind man passes, that doth sound 
With shaking head the hollow ground. 
/.In showering air, the mystic damp, 

The dim balm blown from lamp to lamp. 


■■-A strange look from a shredded shawl, 
•}>:}& casual voice with thrilling bill! 
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THE WIFE 


The officer from passing eye 
Hustles the forms that injured lie, 

Creatures we marred, compelled upright 
To drift beside ns in the light. 

Hut now she slowly trembles as she secs 
The cruel lover that must give her ease: 
Sated, arranged, he paced in moody si ride, 
Willi little lilies on his breast that died. 

O meekly she beside him went away. 

And dutifully as a daughter may 

From that unrealized end -iace 
Swiftly she broke with eager fate; 

With food for him that called aloud. 

She battled through the hostile crowd; 

An army to frustrate her bent, 

In sullen numbers 'gainst her sent. 



THE WIFE 
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The mystic river floating wan, 

■ 

The cold soul of the city shone; 

The mooned terminus through the dark 
With emerald and ruby spark, 

The stoker buruinglv embowered, 

With fieij loses on him showered, 

Glide; at lu-r feet Iho mud-gleam bine. 

Above a cloudy tinge and rue; 

And through the dark the early smell 
Of waking meadows on her fell. 

With her right aim the door she pushed, 
And to the dead the tvithw rushed. 

But at the sight so deeply was she turn. 

She babbled to him like one Litolv born; 

■i . «# 

. ■ ■ 

jjfrd sorrowful dim sounds about him made, 

■ • 

* « *■ 

■ • 

'.That' were not speech: ami wildly to hixn 
'prayed. 
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THE WIFE 


She felt how cold is God. how brief out 

* |V 

* 

breath, 

«• 

liow vain is any love, how strong is death: 
“ O foul, O fool! To have so quickly died; 
I am unclean for evermore/' she cried; 

And then with fear, with gathering distrust, 
Swiftly between his teeth the morsels thrust.' 
Then stiilcr grew; and with a moaning slow 
Relented now, and wearied in Iter woe. 
ltul as the woman, dying in her thought. 
Looked upward; at her dress her baby caughl 
And she revived, and toward her little son 
Ventured, that he into her arms might run. 
And like a strange woman all doubtlully 

She stretched her aims out shining wistfully, 

% 

m 

m m 

S a 

As though with meek advances she beguik^jL 
Into her sighing bosom her own child. 
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THE WIFE 
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*» 

Then pulled him close lo her, and held him 

i 

there, 

s w 

And all those tears fell down into his hair.. 


Softly she said, 41 0 cruel new-boju tiling! 

The years In you a gentleness will bring; 
Then think of me as one that not in thought, 
But out of yearning into woe was brought.” 
So as she mourned above him, the old farm 
With evening noises i.i the twilight charm 
Returned, and she remembered quiet trees 
Just stirring"; he can h*\ir the very breeze! 
Her prudent mother wisely to her speaks, 


Her peaceful hair a little sorrow streaks. 


■ 

And as a soft and dreadful summer day 

* 

• ■ * » ^ 

'j.yBUl suddenly through chill December stray. 

■ • v . 

I J I # 

*i i S& the mild beauty of old happiness 

i 

■' ' Al> . 

^Wandered into her mind with strange distress; 
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THK WIFE 


Till slowly with the gathering light, lo I-ife 

* 

Came back on hci; Desire and Dust and 
Strife; 

Tm » 

The huge and various world with murmur 
grand. 

■ 

Time had begun to touch her with soft hand. 
And sacred passing hours with all things new, 
Divine forgetfulness and falling dew. 

Then hunger pained: no thought she had, no 
care, 

She and the child together ate that fare. 



PACES AT A FIRE 


Dazzled with watching how the switt lire fled 

Along the dribbling mof, 1 turned my head, 

When lo, upraised beneath the \ v.luud 

The illumed unconsciuus laces of the crowd 1 

An old ;’Tcy face in lovely bloom upturned, 

The ancient mpture and the dream returned! 

A crafty lac,* wondering simply up! 

That dying face near the communion cup! 

The experienced face, now venturous and rash. 

The scheming eves hither and thither flash! 

1 ' 0 
mm 

That, common trivial face, undo up of needs, 

A * 

"Nowpale and recent from tiiumplu! deeds! 

' i 

•'The hungry tramp with indolent gloating stare, 

39 
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FACES AT A FIRE 


The beggar in glory and released from car$. 

F 

A mother slowly burning with bare breast, 
Yet her consuming child close to her prest! 
That prosperous citizen in anguish dire, 
Beseeching heaven from purgatorial lire! 
Wondertul souls by sudden flame betrayed, 

I saw; then through the darkness went afraid. 



THE LILY 


I drf.amed that after wandering Ion" I came 
To a dark garden with trail souls for flowers; 
And saw the gentle lady we call Death 
Pace to and fro; above each bloom she bent. 
Then passed: a .slumbrous sky above her rolled 
Cloud upon cloud: and Irom those human 
flowers 

A tragic i.fio.ir like emotion rose. 

1 followed in her stops, and now she touched 
Some poppy that had been a dreamer frail, 
Or rose that was a passionate Eastern queen. 

But* on a sudden I implored her hand, 

V 

. And should have fallen: from a lily near 

■ ,What sweet and paining odour to my brain 
- 4 1 
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THE LILY 


Darted, with delicate, unhappy smell 
Of trouble old and gladness far away! 

I knew more surely than from any face, 
More certainly remembered than at words. 


And slowly swooning said, M 'Tis she! ’tis she!” 


Then looking to that lady cold, whose face 
No sternness and no pity had, I said, 

“ Lady, this dower but a little while, 

O! but a little while, has risen here: 


Have a deep care «if it! a small neglect, 
A brief oblivion overburdens it. 


For she, that is this flower, and merely blows 
So strangely silent and so white, was u»ed 
To be much loved, and guarded wistfully. 

O! from this ilovver be never far away!"* 
Hut she to whom I spoke moved slowly on, 

■ 

And as I walked beside her, I awoke. 



TO MILTON, —BLIND 

Hie who paid suddenly, 11 Let there he light! ” 
■To thee the dark deliberately gave; 

That those full eyes might undisiractcd he 
By this beguiling show of sky and field. 

This brilliance, th.it so lures us from tiie Truth, 
lie gave thee hack original night, His own 
Tremendc.ii.* c uivus, large and blank and free. 
Where at each thought a star Hashed nut and 
sang. 

O blinded with a special lightning, thou 
' Hadtft once again the virgin Dark! and when 

r _ _ 

The pleasant fiuwory sight, which had deterred 

t 

o, 1 

.VTfaine eves from seeing, when this recent world 

* i m 
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TO MILTON, —BLIND 


Was quite withdrawn; then burst upon thy view' 
The elder glory; space again in pangs. 

And Kdcn odorous in the early mist, 

* 

That heaving watery plain that r ms the world-; 
Then the burned earth, and Christ coming in 
clouds. 

Or rather a special leave to thee was given 
15y the high power, and llu.u with bandaged 
eyes 

Wast guided through thu glimmering camp of 
God. 

Thy hand was taken by angels who patrol 

The evening, or are sentries to the dawn, 

Or pace the wide air everlastingly. 

Thou wast admitted to the presence, and deep. 

« 

• m 

Argument heardcst, and the large design ' » 

% 

That brings this world out of the woe to bliss.. 



LAZARUS 


“ Thk light which F have followed all this 
wav 

Out of the darkness grows into a face; 

Thy face, dear friend, whom I so long have 
known. 

Have we not wandered with twined arms, and 
walked 

Through evening fields together? And those 

lips, 

* • 

That I haw kissed so oft, did they pronounce 

Thlt dread f ul whisper, * Lazarus arise*? 

■* 

For as it came in darkness l was *\vare 
Of countenances terrible, that gazed 
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LAZARUS 


Each on the other in drear impotence, 

As l with sighs arose eluding them. 

,» * 

O face that seemest made to weep and smile 
With us, and hands all rough with common 
tasks! 

Is this indeed Thy sun to which thou hast 
Recalled me, and are these Thy iields, which 
grow 

Slowly from grey to green botorc my cyesJ 
I felt Thee irresistible in the grave. 

Forgive me that I talked so lightly, and-went 
So unconcerned beside thee in old days. 

I low is it thou canst care to come and go 
With such as me, and wa^k and work with us, 
Thou at whose whisper Death idled and 

9 

grieved, 

* 

■ 

■ 

And knew the voice at which creation shone 
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Suddenly? Yet was I so near to peace; 

And I came back to life remorsefully. 

When the sea murmured again, and fields 
appeared. 

Rut how should I complain? Unto what end 
I am recalled l know not: but if lliou 
Art here content to be, then u hy not 1 ? *' 



FAITH 


Thou Power, that beyond the wind 

Rulest. to ihcc I am resigned. 

M>* child from me is snatched away; 

She vanished at the peer of day. 

Yet I decern with clearer brow 

A high indulgence in the blow, 

lJght in the storm that o*ci *.ne broke, 

A special kindness in the stroke, 

A gentleness behind the I,aw, 

A sweetness following on the awe. 

Shall I forget that noonday hour. 

When as upon some favourite flower 

A deep and tingling bliss was shed, 
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A thrilling peace from overhead? 

1 had not known it since my birth, 

I shall not know it more on earth. 
l>at n«'W I may not s’D, nor err. 

For fear of ever losing her, 

Thou\h reeling fiom Thv thun-h ■, -blow. 
Though blinded with Thy ii.Jui.io^ low, 

] staler back to di-ni.d Tito. 

And mix myself with mortal strife, 

Tl« / judgment still to mo ii; sweet: 

■ 

I led. i leel, that v/e ahull meet. 



BV THE SEA 


Rkmkmbek, ah icmombci\ how we walked 

Together oil the seii-dilf! You wore come 

From bathing in the ocean. uul the sea 

Was not yet dry upon your hail: together 

We w:ilked in the wu wind till we wetc far 

From v«ikes, even tr*>m the IhouiJiiN of men. 

Remember how on the w.inn be'eh wo snt 

By the old b:ir«jue, in the .:inell of tar; 

While the full ocean .m the pebbles dioppcd. 

And in our cars the inlim.'te low wind 

■ 

Of noon, that breathing from tome ancient, 
place, 

Blew un us merest sleep and pungent youth. 



BY THE SEA 
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So deeply ftlad we cjrcw that in pure joy 
Close* we came; yom wild and wet dark hair 
Slashed in my eyo& your essence and your 




We had u* Jioupjit; we troubled no! to speak; 
Sluw-y y< i«ir head leii down up »•» \.y iioast, 

(u the &Hit biee/e the aciiiioseii. ; sun; 

And the sea b»oi>in. the mli'ur i»f calm wind, 
Wu. n your cheek; like children then we 
ni.. ol. 


lnno en 1 v\i;h the sea and pure with air: 

Mv M»i»it 'led into thee. The moon climbed, 
The sea bunted nearer, and we two arose; 
Hut aiu huiv tranquil from that deeji embrace! 
And with no sadness Irom that natural kiss: 
Beautilul indolence was on our brains, 

And on our limbs, as we together swayed 
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BY THE SEA 


Between the luminous ocean and dark fields. 
We two in vivid slumber without haste, 

» 

Returned; while veil on veil the heaven was 
bared; 

And a new glory was on land and sea, 

And the moist evening fallow, richly daik. 
Sent up to us the odour cold of sleep. 

The infinite sweet of death: so we returned, 
Delaying ever, calm companions. 

Peacefully slow beside the moody heave 
Of the moon-brilliant billow to the town. 



A. S. P. 

Fkati, was she born; petal by petal fell 
Her life: till it was strmvn upon the herb; 
Like petals all her fancies lay about. 

And the dread Powers kept her face toward 
grief. 

Although she swerved; and still with many a 
lash • 

Guided her to the anguish carefully. 

So bare her soul that Heauty like a lance 

Pierced her, and odour full of arrows was. 

She drugged her brain against realities. 

And lived in dreams, and was with music fed, 

Imploring to be spared e’en sweetest things. 
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A. S. P. 


She suffered, and resorted to the ground, 

Glad to be blind, and eager to be deaf; 
Soliciting eternal apathy. 

And she was swift to steep her brain in moss. 
And with the heart that so had loved, to blow 
Merely, and to be idle in the wind. 

She craved no Paradise but only peace. 



TTIE OUKSTIONT 

* 

Fatiikk, beneath the moonless idght. 

This heavy stillness without light. 

There comes a thought which I must speak. 
Why is my body then so weak ? 

Why do I falter in ihe race. 

And Hag behind this mighty pace ? 

m 

Why is my strength s«* quickly tlown? 

And hark! my mother sobs alone. 

My s»on. when 1 was young and free. 

When 1 was I'd U cl with sap and glee, 

■ 

I squandered here and there my strength, 

,And to thy mother's arms at length 
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TI1E QUESTION 


S6 

Weary I came, and over tired; 

With fever all my bones were fired: 
Therefore so soon thy strength is flown* 
Therefore thv mother sobs alone. 

Father, since in your weaker thought. 
And in your languor I was wrnugh*. 
Put me away as creatures are; 

I am infirm and filled with care. 

Feebly you brought me to the light, 

Ah, gently hide me out of sight! ■ 

Then sooner will my strength be flown. 
Nor will my mother sob alone. 

My son, stir up the fire, and pass 
Quickly the comfortable gla<s! 

The infirm and evil fly in vain 
Is toiling up the window pane. 



THE QUESTION 
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Fill up, for life is so, nor sigh; 

We cannot run from Destiny. 

Then cheer thy strength that's quickly Hoiyn. 
Ah, liow thy mother sobs alone! 



BEAUTIFUL DEATH 

Why dr cade st thou the calm process of death? 

To miss thy wife's illuminating smile ? 

No more to proudly touch thy child's bright 
hair ? 

To leave this glorying green, this flashing 
sun? 

Yet Death is full of leisure, and ol' light; 

Of compensations and of huge amends. 

Since all the dead do for the living toil, 

Assisting, bathing, in the air, the caith; 

A shower their sympathy draws from the 
ground, 

Delicious kindness from the soil exhaled. 
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Then thou, spendthrift of time, shalt busy be; 

Thou shalt begin to foster and prepare. 

* 

O thou that within glaze and blinds didst Jive, 
In blackness within windows bright absorbed, 
Face to the surface swimming with drowned 
eyes! 

Thou as a breeze shalt wander thro 1 the ward. 
Balm to the sick, a cool and vagrant bliss: 

To thee the tired faces shall incline, 

Incline with closing eyes and open mouths. 

m 

Thou, dangerous to men, ’ll prisons shut, 

With life made irretrievable and dark. 

Thou on the thirsty place shalt drop like dew, 
Or like a cloud haste to the yearning land. 
Thou maiden with the silent speckless ways, 
On plant or creature squandering thy heart; 

, Thou in caresses large shalt spend thy life. 
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IS HAL' riKUl. UKATH 


Conspiring with the summer plans of lovers* 
scent 

From evening hedge the walk of boy and girl. 
Thou merchant, or thou, clerk, hard driven, 
urged 

i 

For ever on bright iron, timed by bells, 

Shalt mellow fruit in the serene noon air, 

With rivulets of birds through fields of light, 
Causing to fall the indolent misty peach. 

Then thou, disturbed no oft, shalt make for 

■ 

peace; 

Thou who didst injure, heal, and sew, and 
bless; 

Thou who didst mar, shalt make (or perfect 
health; 

i 

Thou, so unlucky, fall with fortunate rain. 

And l to whom sweet life is dangerous edged*' 



BEAUTIFUL DEATH 
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With tenderness to madness near, with need 


Even of a little dew, a drop ol hope; 
Disguised and si,Lived. who dare not show my 
soul, 

Who walk with bitten lip :m«i clenched hands 
For me divine relic! ! To dire i«» tin.;' 


Each impulse, and to drive free and '•eturc" 
All my iiUeniiiin bland and prosperous! 

The lose is at rav silent turning lirh, 

T on my enemy's eyes like sleep shall drop, 
And he at dawn sliall bless me and shall 


dr*iv\s *. 

Blind '‘hall 1 be and. good, dumb and serene: 
I shall not blame, nor (juestion; I slull shine 
Diffused and tolerant, luminous and large. 

No longer shall I vox, but live mv life 
In solaces, caresses, and m bain is, 
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BEAUTIFUL DEATH 


Nocturnal southings and nntiitious sighs. 

The unhappy mind an odour shall Ik. breathed 
f *diall he sagely blown, flung with design, 
Assist this bland aod ii!iiver>il sthenic. 
Industrious, happy, sweet, Oel'Vic.ns, dead* 
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THE PRISONER 


O like a daughter must she live, 

And no wife to him now; 

Only remain beside those ailing limbs, 

And soothe that ag&l brow. 

“Husband, 1 ' she said, “1 had rather rinsed 
Those wild eves on the bier, 

Rather have kissed those lips when they were 
cold. 

Than seen them smile so drear*” 



THE WOUND 


I dreamed that, having died, my soul was 
brought 

Into the Presence. Many angels stood 
Around, and with delight upon me gazed; 
'And higher I discerned the face o t God 
Did using silent universal bliss. 

Then moved an angel toward me, and with 

• i 

joy 

•Addressed me, saying: “Come aud rest at 


■* ■ 
V’ 


last, 


having rested, then thou shalt rejoice.” 
jj?he heavenly company smiled on me sweet; 

r 1 

m 1 unbared my soul, and showed to them 
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THE WOUND 


That wound which never human word, or tihjMj 
Or pity hath ever 'suaged; and at the sighjlg 
A.strange disturbance on the spirits came,-^ 
And even a dimness on the face of God. 

■ •. 

Then rose from God's right hand a gentyS 
Form, 

. . $ 

With silent eyes that said, “Hast thou for* 
got?" .; 

i m 

And He disclosed His branded brow an$ 


hands. »- 

But I toward Him turning softly said, 

», 

“Thy wounds are many, but Thou hadst na 
chUd.” ^ 



THE NEW "DE PROFUNDIS” 


Out from the mist, the mist, I cry; 
Let not my soul of numbness elk! 

My life is furled in every limb, 

And my existence groweth dim. 

My senses all like weapons rust, 

And lie disused in endless dust. 

I may not love, I may not hate; 
Slowly I feel my life abate. 

O would there were a heaven to hear! 
O would there were a hell to fear I 
Ah, welcome fire, eternal fire, 

To burn for ever and not tire! 



68 THE NEW *DB PROFUNDIS" ' 
Better I.xion’s whirling wheel, 

* 

And still at any cost to feel! 

■Dear Son of God, in mercy give 
My soul to flame, but let me live! 

I am discouraged by the street, 

The pacing of monotonous feet; 

Faces of all emotion purged; 

From nothing unto nothing urged; 

The living men that shadows go, 

A vain procession to and fro. 

The earth an unreal course doth run, 

- Haunted by a phantasmal sun: 

Thou didst create me keen and bright, 
Of hearing exquisite and sight. 

Look on thy creature, rauflled, furled, 
That has no glory in thy world, 



THE NEW “DE PROFtJNDIS" 


In odours that like arrows dart, 

* 

Beauty that overwhelms the heart. 

I neither hear, nor smell, nor see; . 
But only glide perpetually. 

I seem to feel upon my soul 
The slow approach, the gradual roll 
Of Darkness older than the iight, 

Of blackness gaining on the bright. 

Oi wasted is that wine like blood, 
Waste*! the flesh that was our food! 
If in the dimness without strife 
I perish, life, O give me life! 



THE APPARITION 


I 

My dead Love came to me, and said: 

“God gives me one hour’s rest, 

To spend upon the earth with thee: 
IIow shall we spend it best?” 

“Why as of old,” I said, and so 
We quarrelled as of old. 

But when I turned to make my peace, 
That one short hour was told. 



THE APPARITION 
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II 

Nfne nights she did not come to me: 

The heaven was tilled with rain; 
And as it fell, and fell, I said, 

“She will not come again” 

night she came, not as before, 
ISufr in a strange attire; 

Weary she seemed, and very faint, 

As though she came from fire. 
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THE APPARITION 


III 

She is not happy! It was noon; 

The sun foil on my head: 

And it was not an hour in which 
We think upon the dead. 

She is not happy! I should know 
Her voice, much more her cry; 
And close beside me a great 'rose 
Ilad just begun to die. 

She is not happy! As 1 walked. 
Of her I was aware: 

She cried out, like a creature hurt. 


Close by me in the air. 



THE APPARITION 


IV 

Under the trembling summer stars* 
i turned from side to side; 

When she came in and sat with n»e f 
As though she had nut died. 

And she was kind to me and sweet* 
She had her ancient way; 

Remembered how 1 liked her hand 
Amid my hair to stray. 

She had forgotten nothing, yet 
Older .;he seemed, and still: 

All quietly she took my kiss* 

Even as a mother will. 
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THE APPARITION 


She rose, and in the streak of dawn 

■ 

She turned as if to go: 

9 

But then again came back to me; 

My eyes implored her so! 

She pushed the hair from off my brow, 
And looked into my eyes. 

“I live in calm," she said, “and there 
Am learning to be wise.” 

“ Why grievest thou ? 1 pity thee 
Still turning on this bed." 

M And art thou happy ? ” I exclaimed. 
“Alas!” she sighed, and tied. 

i 

i 



TIIE APPARITION 


V 

* ■ 

m m 

$ woke : she had been standing by. 

* 

• ■ 

* 

-S With wonder on her face. 

* 

* 

m 

■ * 

She came toward me, very bright, 

■ 

B ■ 

7 As from a blessed place. 

i 

« 

■ 

f She touched me not, but smiling stroke, 

m 

And softly as before. 

11 They gave me drink from some 

* 

stream: 

r ' 

# 

t 

\r. I love thee now no more.” 

r 
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THE APPARITION 


VI 

The other night she hurried in. 

Her face was wild with fear: 

"Old friend/* she said, “ l am pursued, 
* May 1 take refuge here?*’ 



LYRICS 


I 

O to recall! 

What to recall ? 

All the roses under snow? 

Not these. 

Stars that toward the water go? 
Not these. 

O to recall! 

What to recall ? 

All the greenness af ,er rain ? 
Not this. 

Joy that gleameth after pain? 
Not this. 
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LYRICS 

O to recall! 

What to recall? 

Not the greenness nor delight 
Not these; 

Not the roses out of sight, 

Not these. 

O to recall! 

What to recall? 

Not the star in waters red, 

Not this: 

Laughter of a girl that's dead, 


O this! 



LYRICS 
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■ 

‘t tn the grcyncss rose: 

■ I could not sleep for thinking of one dead. 
Then to the chert I went, 

i 

Where lie the th>.g S of my beloved spread. 


Quietly these I took; \ 

\ 

A little glove, a sheet of music torn. 
Paintings ill-dune perhaps^, 

i 

.‘Then lifted uj> a dress thjat she had worn. 


j^ind now I came to where 

|ger lctteis are; they Yc beneath the rest; 

Wild read them in the haze; 

spoke of many things, was sore opprest. 



So 


LYRICS 


But these things moved me not; V* 

‘hi 

Not when she spoke of being parted quite, •!' 
Or being misunderstood, * 

i 

Or growing weary of the world’s great tight. 


Not even when she wrote 

Of our dead child, iv\\ the hand-writing 


swerved; 

j 

Not even then I 

j 

Not even by such y0 O rds was I unnerved. 


I ■■■•< 

I thought, she is nt focacc; •* 

Whither the child is gy )ne> s h 0 too has passe^ 

« 

And a much needed reW 
Is fallen upon her, she ia s tiU a t last. 



LYRICS 


Si 


trt«- 4 
a. '■V 


ut when at length 1 took 


. 'From unucr nil those letters one small sheet, 
Folded ano wrh in haste; 

Why Ri heart with* sudden sharpness 




Alas, it was not 

Her saddest words i *\d read ealml) r o’er. 
Alas, it had no pain! 

Her pair.t.d words, all tlaEsc I knew before. 


|A hurried happy line 1 


r 

little jest, too slight /for one so dead: 

t\ • 1 


*£his did I not enduiy;: 



Z 1 


(with a shuddering heart no more I read. 
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LYRICS 


III 

O tiiott art put to many uses, .wee* * 

Tl'.j b<rd will urge the rose Jlld surge :i 

*v w:. 

But yet! * . . 


And all the b. u- ot) tbci> wil! '«• the sky. 
* 

And all thy laugh! ci Lo l ^ c r * vcrs rdn > 

'■ 

But yeti . . . ^ 

i 

\ 

Thy tumbling hair will\* 1 ' ^' 0!v seen. 

And all Lhy trembling bV w,rn 111 ^ lL d* lwn i 

■ 

i 

But yet! ... 
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1 hy brief 11 C.-..S 111 tin iit-ive.r..;, he hnny, 

And all the t'Miii'cv- ■•( tho. o . L ; u . j„,„ n . 

• * 

But yet! 




CHRIST IN HADES 


A PHANTASY 

n awake, 

Keen as a blinded man, at d. 1 

odour of earth; 

Smells in the dark the col 

j es, and over him 

Eastward he turns his f 

exquisitely breathes; 

A dreadful freshness 

/ling, even his own facet 
The room is brightei 


So the excluded gh 


»sts in Hades felt 


A waft of early sw«f 


Jet, and heard the rain 


\ over them; they all 


ch other s faces looked. 




Of Spring beginning 
Stood still, and in cal 

\r queen Persephone 
And restless grew then 

Yling to be observed;? 
.'Who, like a child, drJa^ 


e glances down 


By awful Dis, threw littll 

8a \ 
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»5 


¥ y ; 

Toward them, and understood them with her 


eve.-. 

■t 

* 

Perpetual dolour had as yet but drooped # 
The corners of her mouth; and in her hand 
'Sjljw' ;l bloom that had on earth a name. 
Quick 1 / "he .hijpered: “Come, my Hermes, 
Come \ \ 


'Tis time !o letch Y ? Ah, through all my 

■ 

veins 

-The sharpness of the 
The stnlk revive with sa 


\ 

‘he s\mg returns: I he: 


.'■On green illumined gra*: 


t-. 


hear 

and the fust drops 
■icw over me 


^vThc blades are growing /ast, 1 < annot rest. 

e comes, he comes! JY\r with how slow a 
* 

■\ step, 

■ft- . 

ho. used to run ale/g a sunny gust! 



d‘Q a withcrcdr 1 vrcatli! no roses now 
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■ 

Dewy from paradise. Surely not his ' 
Those earnest eyes, that ragged hair; Mif‘ 
face 

m 

* 

Was glad and cold. This is no god at all, 
Only some grieving human shade, \vh ,s Yunus’ 
Unsightly, and the eager Furicy 
Over him!" Slowly to her *^ c ^ 1CT arms 
Had fallen; Christ with e )’ L ‘ s ^ ot,ks 0I? 


her. 

Her young month tre^^ * ast » cinc ^ * rom ^ ier 
hand 

i . ■ 

With serious face sir* k* war thly flower ■ \ 

f 

Drop down; then, st,\ tchin £ ,,at 1,cr arnis » *&■ 

1 

said: 5 ' 

“O all fresh out of bef J,Jt ^ 11 ^ sun ^^ lt - 

\ 

Thine eyes are stiil too t0 sec us *^8 

Was it not difficult to con^-* wa J 
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gg;. 

^Straight from the greenness to the dimness? 
;a.- 

Now 

■« 

■ . 

i£ the time of tender, opening things. * 

y • 

'Above iny head the fields murmur and wave, 

■ 

A .J i.. , .i , 'is .ire i»iat moving the clear heat. 

O thi * 1 m 1 - .> '0 o trembling on the corn, 

On rjtili • *i tiees in perfect sleep. 

And li.i *t tiv»u eu.'piv come? Hast thou not 
In ought 

Even a blossom with thi» noise ot rain 

* And smell ot earth .ibnu^ ii, that we all 

*. _ 

/ V 

VMight gather round and j.nispcr over it? 

Ii. | 

one wu blossom all r 'e dead would feel! 

.thou Leginning to giife here a shadow, 

n shall f 1 u know \fw much it seems to us, 

inferable dim majAiificcncc, 

feel the sno\vd/)p growing over us! 
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That barren crown! but now it was a wrea 



These gusts of Hell have blown it into thorn-! 

i 

If thou canst bear it yet, O speak to me*’ 

* 

Of the blue noon, of breezes and of rivers! ” 


A wonderful stillness stopped her; like tc 
trees 

Motionless in an ecstasy of rain. 

So the tall dead stood -drooping around Christ 

Under the lulling p^icc intensely still; 

■ 

And sumo in slow d /light their faces raised 

■ 

Upwards; but soonike loaves, duly released^ 
Tormented phantom' c ancient injured shades.*! 


Sighing began dowu* ard to drift and glide^ 
Toward him, and unin^lligibly healed 

i 
■ 

Lingered, with closing l^cs and parting li| 
Agamemnon bowed over, ie^l from his yrll 
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V/- * 



!? 

• Z J 


■4 .■ 


ion staggered to his feet a]] blind. 


fcjDver the head of Jesus the whole sky 

i . 

^Df pain began to drive: old punishments 
.* 

-.Diswreathing drooped, and legendary dooms 

•-.Dispersing hung, and lurid history streamed. 

'But he against tb.it flying sky remained 

•Placid with power; in .silence stood the dead, 

Gazing; only was heaid that river steal, 

i The listless ripple of Oblivion. 

Then an Athenian gho stood out and spoke. 

“ I fear to speak to the’ while these my eyes 

} 

.Behold our great life i.:J■.minted pause. 

# 

* _ ■ 

'.That was our sky, that '•m-'Scs: and I miss 

& I 

:he busy sound of \v:/er, and of stone; 

d sorrows that w*/thought perpetual 
£®ee suspended, ayi <unid them thee 
fitle, and ally^Jjured. Art thou a god 
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Easily closing all these open eyes. 

And hast not spoken word? Thou hast neflft 

.** 

* m 

played ^ 

Monotonously as rain, inducing sleep: 

Thou comest without lute, yet hast thou power ■ 

■p 

To charm the lixed melancholy ol spirits? 

Art thou a god? Then guide us to the oir, 

To trees and rivers, that peculiar light 

Which even now is squandered on the beasts. 

* 

Canst thou not make the primrose venture up 
Or bring the gentle t J^howcr ? O pity us; 


For I would asl of thee only to look 

■ 

Upon the wonderful sunlight, and to smell 
Earth in the tain. Is not the labourer, 

r 

Returning heavy through the August shcav.^ 
Against the setting sun, vfro glully smells 
His supper from the opening door, is he - 


• 4 * 
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||pt happier than these melancholy kings ? 

jjSOw good iL is to live, even at the worst! 

*/■ 

<j*oa was so lavish to us once, but here 
■fie hath repented, jealous nt his beams. 

Just as a widower, that dreaming holds 
His dead wife in his arms, not wondering, 

So natural it appears; then starting lip 

■ 

With trivial words, or even with a Jest, 

§ 

Realises all the uncoloured dawn, 

And near his head the y umg bird in the leaves 

Stirring; not less, not oi*ur v ; :.o do we 
■ ! 

Want in this coiom lc&£. LVi.ntiy the warm 
i?f. earth. 

£ * 5 

gfiit how shall we in Hi^ tormented face 

9S * 1 * 

SbKevc ? Ihnu con£s,t troin the glistening 

BP-'sun J 

3g£ut of some -eVeat battle, nor hast thou 
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m , ■ 

The beautiful ease of the untroubled godsi’"^ 

• ' -S 

Most strong arc they, lor they arc 

cold. 

* 

■ 

Thou art not happy! We can trust thee not: 1 
How wilt thou lead with feet already pierced ?.* 
And if we ask thy haud, see, it is torn! ” 



But when he had spoken, Christ no answer* 
made. 

Upon his hands in uncouth gratitude 

m 

Great prisoners muttering fawned: behind 

■ 

them stood 

.V. 

Dreadful suspended business, and vast life 

i iw 

I’ausing, dismantled pie's, and naked frames.^ 

■< 

And further, shapes trim obscure troublj 

V 

loosed. 

Like mist descended: on the horizon last. 
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J»V* ' 


I It 




lie piled tremendous firmament collapsed, 

4 

pith dazzling pains, and solemn sorrows^ 
• “white. 


rrThen stole a woman up to him, and said: 

* 

Although I know thee not, yet can I tell 
‘That only a great love hath brought thee 
hither. 

* 

■ 

* Didst thou so ail in brightness, and couldst 
■. not rest 

‘ For thin ting of some woman ? Was thy bed 

*« 

;-j5o empty, cold thy hearth, and aimless glides 
*jfhy wife amidst us? Whom then dost thou 

‘v, 

seek? 

■ 

see, wc are so changed: thou wouldst 

* 

' not know 

#** 

glp jb.biisy form that moved about thy fire. 
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She has no occupation, and no care, 

■ ’*& 

No little tasks. O wc had pleasant homes.^ 
And often wc remember husbands dear, 

« Mf 

That were most kind, and wonder after them. *: 

« 

* M 
1 % 

My little children! Who sings to them now?; 

Return then to the earth! Thou canst, not - 

* 

fetch 

•- 

K . 

Thy drooping listless woman to the air. . 

t 

Thou'lt have no comfort out of her at all. 

m 

I 

Yet say, perhaps thou hast but lately died, 

And wanderest here un buried ? Restless. 

. 

<• 


seem 


»» 

■ 

»•, 


Those eyes; ah, on thy body thou dost feel .* 
The bird settling? Hath no friend covered 
Thy limbs, or do they fail with falling wav 

i 

But one broke in on her with eager word] 
“See how we live along exhausted streal 
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forests, and dispersing hills; 
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SVbut £ gloried and drank and wept and 
‘laughed! 

’* • 

■ 

$6ive me again great life! To dare, to enjoy, 
eiTo explore, never to tire, to be alive, 

jv- 

£ : And full of blood, and young, to risk, to love! 

g- 

|:The bright glory of after-battle wine, 

j£* 

sVThe flushed recounting faces, the »>crii hum 


tf 

tf 


t Of burnished armies, thrill of unknown seas! ” 

K. 

he was speaking, slowly all the dead 
V** , 

J'-The melancholy attraction of Jesus felt; 
sp* 
y '■ 

gAnd millions, like a sea, wave upon wave, 

7jf.' 

leaved dreaming to that moonlight face, or 



derful long ripples, sorrow-charmed, 
d him in faded purple, pacing came 
emperors, and sad unflattered kings; 
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Unlucky captains listless armies led; 

Poets with music frozen on their lips, 

Toward the pale Brilliance sighed; until at last 

• 

■■ » f 

Antiquity, like evening gathering, 

> 

1 

With mild and starry faces, gradually * 

* m 

Had stolen up. Glimmering all the dead ' 

i 

■ 

Looked upon Jesus; as they stood, some 
thought 

* 

■ 

Spread from the furthest edges like a breeze, 


Till like a lealy forest, the huge host 

«■ ■ 

Whispered together, bending all one way 

■ 

■ 

Toward him; and then ensued a stillness 

•< > 

deep. & 

■* ijfi 

But suddenly the foim of Jesus stirred; 

And all the dead stirred with him suddeaSB 
He shuddered with a rapture; and fromSBI 


eyes 
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* ■ 

They felt returning agonies of hope. 

.As men, fi a mo-wrapped, hither and thither 
■ 

•run, 

To rid them, or fall headlong to the ground; 
The dead, caught in intolerable hope, 

Hither and thither burning rn-in'd, .»». foil 

■ 

Imploring him to leave them rold; but Christ 

Came through them: loading irresistibly 
■ 

Not western spirits alone: but all that world 
Was up! and after him in passion swept 
Dead Asia, murmuring, and the buried North! 


■■•But in his path a lunch spirit stood; 

„r>* 

i 

tjSi Roman, he who from a greater Greek 
>wed as beautifully as the moon 


.lire of the sun:, fresh come he was, and 
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Deaf with the sound of Rome: forward he 
came 

Softjy; a human tear had not yet dried. 

11 Whither,he said, ”0 whither dost thou 
lead 

In such a calm all these embattled dead ? 

Almost I could begin to sing again, 

To see these nation** burning run through 
Hell, 

Magnificently anguished, by the grave 

Untircd; and this last Mari h ng linst the 
Powers. 

Who would more glacdy follow thee than I ? 

But over me the human trouble comes. 

D ear gladiator pitted against Kate, 

1 fear for thee: around ihce is the scent, 

> 

m 

Of over-beautiful, quick-facing things. 
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The pang, the gap, the briefness, all the dew, 
Tremble, and suddenness of earth: £ must 
Remember young men dead m their hot 
bloom, 

The sweetness of the world edged like a sword, 
The melancholy knocking ■■ wose waves, 

The deep unhappiness of winds, the light 
That conn s on things we never more shall 


see. 


Vet I am thrilled: thou seemest like the 

9 

bourne 

Of all our imisu, of ttv hinting night, 

Ot souls under the moonlight opening.'' 

■ 

Now after speaking,.he bowed down his head, 

Faltered, and shed Wei tears in the vain place. 
■ * 

> • » 

^.nd Christ ; \aH tnrned, and with grave, open 



* 
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Looked on him: hut behind there was a 
bound 

Of vast impatience, aiul the murmurous chafe 
Of captains sick for wai ; and poets shone 
All dreaming bright, and fiery prophets, seized 
With gladness, boded splendid things; and 
scarred 

Heroes, as desperate men, that see no path, 

Yet follow a riddled memorable ll.ig, 

Pressed close upon that leader world-engraved. 

* 

Hut he began to pace with mow or stop. 

With wandering gaze, stsll hesitating more; 
Then stayed, and on his last foot strongly 
leaned. 

* 

% 

‘ M 

Faintly the air bore to him blood he knew.-*'' 

„ ■* 
His gentle eyes hither and thither roved. £ 
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The Furies rose ejaculating fust, 

And circled nearer o'er the limitless dead, 
Who paused, all whispering: before them 
hung 

Still unredeemed Prometheus fiom his crag; 
liis limbs impaled: then flood the Soil of 
Man, 

And seemed almost about to speak; the dead 
In silence upward g:ued. The Titan's face 
Through passing storms leaps out in da/Jing 
pain 

Momently on them, and his tone returns 

i 

. Fitfully through the gusting hurricane. 

* 

: “Stay, mighty dreamer, though thou comcst on 

"■i • 

*- 
• la 
a a 

Attracting all the dead, to thy deep charm 

Wp?‘; 

'^Resigned and bright; yet stay, and look on 
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Do I not trouble thee? Dost thou not 
swerve 

Smelling my kindred blood on the great track ? 
Full in thy path I menace. After me 
Canst thou go on?” The storm carried his 
voice 

From them, and veiled with rushing hail his 
face. 

Then many unbound hemes toward him ran, 
Going with great dumb gestures between him 
And Christ; and in their leader's face looked up 
Beseeching him their hi other to release; 

Then they refrained, all motionless: and now 

The Titan bowed, coining upon them, and 

* • 

seemed *■; 

j- 

Falling to carry with him all the crag 
Down on them: over the dead host he cried: 
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11 Lo all those ancient prisoners released! 

Did 1 not feel them everywhere come down 

KefSily from immortal torment? yet 

I, I alone, while all came down 1'iom woe. 

Still striving, could not wrench away these 
limbs. 

O Christ, canst thou a nail move from these 
feet. 

Thou who art ".landing in such lo\c of me? 
Thy hands are too like mine to undo these 
bonds, 

Brother, although ihe ckad world lollow thee, 

Deep-fascinated: love hath marred us both, 

§ 

..And one yearning, as wide as is the world. 
;,0 how thy power leaves thee at this cross! 

B * r 

Prepare thee for the anguish! Thou shalt 

■k 1 1 

• * *> . 

* ** t* 




know 
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Trouble so exquisite, that from his wheel 

Happy [xiun shall spare tears for lhce; 

Aiul thou shalt envy mo my shadowy crag 
« 

And sufily-ieeding vulture. Thou shalt stand 
Gazing for ever oil the earth, and watch 
llow fast Ihy words incarnadine the world! 
That I know all things is my torment; noth¬ 
ing, 

That ever shall befall, to me is new: 

Already 1 have suffered it tar-off; 

And on ihe mind the poor event appears 
The pale reflexion of «omc ancient pang. 

Yet l foresee dim comfort, and discern 


A bleak magnificence of endless- hope. 


It seems that even thy 
end. 

It comes upon thee! O 


woe shall have an 

-■ * 
*.' 

prepare thee; ah; - 
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That wailing, those young cries, this smoul¬ 
dering .smell! 

I srf'e the dreadful look of men unborn. 

a 

What hast thou said, that all the air is 
blood ? 11 

■ 

He cried with nostrils shuddering fast; and 
Christ 

Moved to unbind him; but with arm out¬ 
stretched 

Suddenly srood. A scene unrolling stayed 

Him who had easily released the dead. 

He knew that fot a linn: the great advance 

He must delay, postponing our desire. 

•’ • 1 

'The earth agaiu he secs, and all mankind 

ft 

« 

;-'Half in the shining *un upright, and half 

m 

A 

‘’Reposing in the shadow; deserts and towns, 

■ V • 
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And cloudy mountains and the trembling sea, 
And all the deeds done; and the spoken 
words c 

r 

Distinct he hears: the human history 
Before his eyes defiles in bright .sunbeams. 

An endless host parading past; whom he. 
Their leader mild, remorsefully reviewed, 

And had no joy in them, although aloud 
They cried his name, and with fierce faces glad 
Looked up to him for praise, all murmuring 
proud. ‘ 

And bloody trophies toward him flourished 
and waved: 

But as he stood, gating, from lime to time 

I le seemed to swerve, as though his hand 

’ .*■ 

grew red, . * 

t lA i • 

Or move, as though to interrupt some sight.*' 
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Now when the dead saw that lie must not 
stir, 

Absorbed, with wonder gathering in his eyes. 
They came about him, touching him, and 
some 

Reminded him, and looked into his face. 
Others in patience laid them uown, m fell 
To calling him sweet earthly names: at last 
Waiting the signal th.it he muld nc 4 give, 
Wanting the one word that lie might not 
speak, 

Seeing he stirred not once, they wandered off, 

B « 

And gathering into groups, yet hpoke ol him; 

Then to despair slowly dispersed, as men 

■ 

.Return with morning to the accustomed task. 

i '. 1 
• ■ 

■•And as without some theatre, so friend 

* * 

'.Waited for friend, and speaking of that scene, 
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Into the ancient sorrow walked away. 

Yet many could not, after Mich a sight, 

At once retire, but must from t: - *:e to tirtie 
* 

Linger with muletei mining bright eyes. 

Now at eueh parting way some said farewell, 
And each man look his penance up, perhaps 
Less easily from such an inlcnal: 

The vault closed back, woe upon woe, the 
wheel 

Revolved, the stone rebounded; for that time 
Hades her interrupted lite resumed. 
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J TRjHIEDT IX FOUR yiCTS. 
i \y STKPIIKN PHILLIPS. 

Crmn 8:/*., 4J. l'«i. n?t. 


S'uf!r Pn r s Opinions, 

“ Simjil**, dircc t, -1 wi.h lln* ol* mml <1 human passions, 

and i»h*h uil.> ,a iS-s voiy 111 the pi 1 ~«.n• of ihnc si 1.1.1 >lv defined 
ch.uncto-f i* di-: i.r-»t riul:, it »ubl npi'.il t<» ihf di.un.Vic 
bon-fe :is w* 11 a to tl , .i* »n-»«* f ^■* • nc h* ui'y. ,\ v« ly !■ 'iuui.il 
and uuili mi,; of one «»l the irsn^t twikluv, storio in the 

worM.’’ - limet. 

“ A iliin:; of cx'{u:-iti* ptfi.im y«*t tin^lin-; irnn first to 
last witli inti uh di ii".iMc lift;. Mr. I*lnl!i|i> Jm- ’ulu. veil the 
iuif o- 1I1I1-. s,ud m: v.idd n<»l hive the jitwi more 

slolfullj, Tt*ii.i\-?nii onTilil n*»l h.iv . 4 i'.-itln'l tin* ]v.--ii>n in uroiil* 
of purer ]o\c!iiir v>." Mi. W'iliiam Am mix, in the Daily 
Cktjrtiute. 

“ We j> wsi 111 M r . Stephen 1 hillip-* one who redeems our 
age from i 1 - Loinpir.iiive burnm-s hi tin* lusher rulins of 
poetry."—Mr. W. L <'«»» 1: 1 M V, in the Daily Ttltfapk. 

•‘This play i.- a rciunk.iMf .n hit mmiiciu, lmili a , *i wki.lu and 

pi its parh». It .dunui'L in Iwu’iful pis*i^-» aim I beautiful 

•phrases. \ miu ivlio un wiite life** this U clearlv a force to be 

Reckoned willi.”-— IVefmimt'r G.izt m £ f *. 

■ ■ 

.■•“Mr. Phillips his written a gr^at dramatic poem which 
. happens also to lie a t*rcat poetic drann. \V« are justified in 



speaking of Mr. Phillips’s achievement ns something without 
parsllel m our age."— Mr. Owns Slamf.n, in the Morning Pint. 

“ A *liAin j which is full of g^lJcn lines. A powerful, bu*^ 
chc-tcnul imagination; a striking command of the resource-* of 
the lauguigc, :iinl .in nlmiial-lc In* i>ij y alike of thought and 
expreisiiin me combined to jir.idi.re a p*'™:*ln*.li will give 
plc.rure of a lofty kin<L to mul■ ili*<:• ^ i.f leaders.’'— Standard. 

“ The high note of chiv .lrv and smtinn nt, the *-irnple dignity 
aiul genuine pa* lm, which dLlinguLh this im-iitoiio<i% per¬ 
form mr*- I\uly X;wt. 

11 Poeiry lik»- this |.,u n-«t K on wiitti n in England fa many a 
lung day, \nd it is Mi. riullip-'i ihmldi. surcevi tlui it is 
e'^cntially .'ml '1it« ugh and tlir-u T, i dramatic p..eUy ; f»i, while 
* I’aolu and Fi iuos,.i ’ is .1 m»Mo p >1.111, i! i* so, l.ugclv, for the 
re.L-s.m that it U noble di.i mi a* wel! Itamaid be impo.sibie 
to exaggeiati on* 1 '* graiii'idi-In M.. I hi'lip* foi ll'Li piiu.V" gift 
of new L* auiy." —Mr. Ki« iiakh Li- Lai men^i-, in the Star. 

“ lie hi» atti inptvd the I.i.'vom .ml in*--1 ditlhalt vihirh in 
literary nil, die siipu n-e an.• inp'idimeui f«.r put*. ,u .my time, 
and h»- l,a * in needed.'*— iW/.jc. 

k ‘Tt fulfil*, as mi gic.it poem of our day h.is yet fulfilled, the 

prhti.uy ilunnniN «d a -.t. g«* rhiy. [ know m* work of modern 

limes, no actor?' drnna m any r.ye, 1 l 1 . 1 t better combiner the 

pi si*in and glamour of loni.inoc with the lealrainl oi classic 

tradili* ■H'.’’ ■ I'urtr }. 

• 

11 Math might confidently have bun ivpeitul from the author 
of ‘The \\ if: * and of * Marpc-sa,' tn:t I mat frankly ow’d' 
that, ma ,nil;unt as was the proinivs of these poems* 1 was 

9 1 

not prepared for «ucli an nchtcvi incut a. the present work. 

It unquestionably places Mr. Phillips in the first rank of tnodfcrti* 
drama!ists and of modern poetry. It do*-*- mure, it claims n 



kinship with the aristocrats of his art: with Sophocles and with 
Dante .' 1 —Mi. Churton Collins, in the Sutwday Review. 

“This is a tragi *Iy written Ay .1 poet who ha* licon in actor, 
.uul it is conceived in lh«’ b^*t -pirit of the ir.m_Ii.rn stage, ^\<tc 
and simple, yell^w^witli diatr.utic. emotion. Mr. Phillips has 
broken .ibviliiitlr with tin IJualnihun models. He ha^'pine 
b«ick u» the eta sic tradition of the tliann. As a poof, in-hod, 
lie aildtvis in hi? vtrse ■ li.it hill lyrujl beauty which iu.uk- 
the I'.h/aii'iiinn-: but .1 ■ .1 di2ii..iti»l lien.it mere kinship with 
Ibicir.i* than with iluki \ 1 :ro." Liter * .7 /• t . 

“A dung *»i smpiising Unity ar.d power, tree fioni the 
*hoitcoinmg-> » 1 she .iirlwr'-. previous w >«k, aiit 'i 'iifjia;' to 
lii> ]*f''ses.-*u*n 01* gui'e Un-tope led To the in!: pistn.il 

proJuilioii of the iiii>e'r:onth rentuiy it sunn to tiv that 
Mr. Phillips ti.’s adutd ll u which »%.:■» luihi'itu hiking-- 
not wit 11 Mmhng '•> in my .iltii>i;-<. niadi* by fop-ui- ni« e - 
naniol). apoe'icjl phy .*f tin i»i ;hc -^t ‘pin'it v. ‘iiiuly designed 
for, and espiody sut'id to, the ‘tage, \j pudieudoii, lest u 
model p haml should b.* ■«-tiii.i tun a nioie uu i< ly Jumbling widi 
tbe tillin' *S !> mU, nirts wai, .it i>ue , to pleasure stud 
surplice, tli.it the theme choiiltl U 1 capable of being re-Ii.mdJtd 
so nobly ard tri kingly. -Mr. .Siri.NhYCoi.vrN, in the Xineieenth 
Centum. 

“Mr. Phillip. li.es succeeded wheie (.ugh TFlint, Silvio 
Pellico, and miey odi'is fnle I. If* has peitoniml a leal from 
Which even liyimi shrank. Ho I.as taken thice beautiful spirits 
out of tbe prison oi their everlasting p. in and pi.vdi.n, and 
sjoaSwii u; .ifr.sh their exullaLions and Lbeii agoiihs. . . . For 
nothing can oh*ciirr the grandeur of this great tragedy is a 
whole. It plaei? Mr. Phillip* in the front iauk <-f ftugli-h 
1 Dramatic Art. 1 * -Mr. Jamj s DijI'glas, in tie. Morning LtuJtr. 



Ulysses: A Drama 

/A' A PROLOGUE AVI) THREE ACTS. 

■ 

Bv STKl’llKN lVll.LIJ’S. 

Crew* Siw., 4 s. 6J. art. 

S 

Some Press Opinions. 

14 Tt n a grateful task to discover in the new volume many 
indications o( that truly poetic insight, that viguuus expression 
of idea, that sense of literary power aod mastery which have 

already made Mr. Stephen Phillips famous.'There is a 

finely perceptive quality in all Mr. Phillips’*scenic tomhes which, 
combined with rhetnucal urvour and the most indubitable 
natui.il vigiuu, makes the new dianiatic pm in, 1 UIy i a very 
worthy coniiilmiimi to modem literatum."--Ar./v Tele^rayh 

11 Mr. Phillips is, in the fullest sense ot the word, a dramatic 
poet. Any critic who has b’-nnd himself to canons ■ f dogma 
which would exclude -uJt wurlc as Mr. Phi-lip^ has hitheitu 
given us had better unbind hiin<elf with is hat sp d he may; 
for this is a case in which the poet w;ii assuredly have the last 
word.”— Daily Chronn It. 

11 * Ulysses ’ will add to Mi. Phillip-.’* reputation as one of the 
few living masters of Lngli-.li song.”- Standard. 

“ In the {tower of its iu.ageiy and the beauty of its phrase it 
is not unworthy ro stand beside ‘Christ in Hades ’ and * Paolo 
and Krancrv.u.*”— Daily AfziJ 

“ ‘ IHys'rs' is a splendid shower of davslinsr jewels flwty 
agtiimt gvrjf jus tapestries that arc sh ikm by the wind jf passim. 
Mr. Stephen Phillips t\ the epeatest poe/it dramatist we have had - 
rince JUuabethw times.'' —Mr James Douulas, in the Star. 
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Herod: 

By KTtf 
ttujcrm r vtfh 11 Paoiv an ./ Ftanmca.'* 

Cro.tn Si'n ., fiif. «i'/ 1 

iSime Press OpitiKMt. 

“Tint Mr. I'liillij- ha- the poclVs inu.in.iti.n ill who have 
if ui 1 ' I , .ip»Iii an* I h i uii i m a * ihiist Ik* ■*. 'll .ui «rf. lh> lu* vks 
iiua^in.LLiuii i.f On* 'Ii.umh *■: ? TL.» -» * *!i -h* •i.v^u.in 

i.iKoi by his MM...I,' .»»! ih- |frf»*in:i-ic* ■ .f this in ■ t i , .ly lci\cs 
no ehm1 4 ali>*iit iin :.n «\« r. Mr. J'lnlli;*- has not •>n i y the 
It«.hni*|iic. llit-‘ iingeiing,' l«<t «K • the Im-!-!, \nna^ini- 
li'.o of tK iiniiKili-it. Ihre, :h n, is a n>.' Ic ik of •li.im.iue 
-knliiij; '’.le-itly with great p ; imiliii .il.iiir./l 

i*inl evj.Mti |\- I'l'i'n.'l. Mi. Sft-j lifii l’lulli].^ i. imi only a 
]i>vt, J. 1 H 1 .i ■""*ivj ]ivi, 1 u> Lhil »till nri'i tlii'i./, a dramatic 

“ The pi:o Ij *j:: dit} ■ f il." pi iy is ^uipiiMrglj high. 

There irns. 7 ,is il.», binary quality «.f l*.t \ rs»\ ,m«l !i« ir, tim, 
we cm ••it. il. with h \v rt-i ms. Mi. I lid'iji \ l.i.uik vi rse is 
flrxihlp, iiicl'icktiu* 9 , '»ii 1 Ml *. II« i nils spi< n-tip phrases lo 
At the *-c ima.'iiiings. .f ihe ni tempered miii.l of tin Kin,;. 

*Tne rcd-goM rai.irair ng hair 

Is luni'elui o\t the In mu lines «.f tin* \\mM f 
is an iui~.ee v»nhv «.f .Vul«'.ve, of wlmn* wl me again and 
again delightfully rcmiivkd.*' .S/rj/z.vr. 

“Its grim iiiugiDntu ai:d fantasy may U compared with 
that of Webster.”— Mb*. 

H 


A Tragedy. 

IllF.N I’HIU.IL’S. 



11 Intcnsiiv wliich entitles it to rink with the works of 
* 

Wclisler and Chapman.”- ■ Jhin\ GropKic. 

“The cMer Dumas sprpkin" 'Jili tin vol-e of Milton.”— 
Mr. Wit maw \rciimi, in tin- //e# 7. 

“ A gain to the ISriti-h act ini* drama, * • It ss than to tin* loftier 
literature of mir lime. Mr. J , )iiih[>>'-> lfijonof me sad he-iory 
of the fieree lit r.-d, and «if the pui'li Maiiamre, 1 * fr<e fimn 
compluation anil other inini-?ic method of ixp'oi'-ioii. The 
story man lits uadily to its tragic i*»iv\ ard t summation will 
(lemoristr.ite that it contain* imue :uf‘u n ih >n •ivetnl of tin, 
beriuu-foi ue t>la)s of shelllan Km-wlc*.' 1 ■ 7\n/i Chr^mAe. 

“Mr. L'iullips declares him-elf a nuinc dram.itM. ’— 

Sian 

“It is simple, nnenifio rtf, •■.i.indin* 1 - aw iking, a- Atlantic 
denmndi 1, **nr pity and our lini.i," M*r*r /.#' ,mp*,. 

“ HU dr mu is so tii ry oiloiiri »1, » iritm e, tV dm ■» hr in 

hugely jimjeil'd, th«* .n'i.in -i r« h ntl* ,-ly pi •■greets till ih** 
final drop* nf .i«i« die u run;* limn ik kIi.-C nnlv tin* gmate** of 
diamalh jh■«.»■. io«iM ;uc>»»iuny ui;h v« i i pun woifhy of it." 
—Mr. Mam lit miinnu : i the Aii'W.rv t \\. 1 

“ Not unworthy of th{. .nlhor of 1 'I he I hidn of Malii. 1 ’*— 
A then.i um. 

“ Splendidly npulen* in mure; In n; p« rfect in con.tnntioil: 
far beyond all ceiiteMpoiary Kivdi.li clloii in the .iplitude of its 
vmm? to the sulii'i-t and to ihe 

“The rl.anui pi»v.i*ses tin. overtoil of movement, 

and it i» e\en prodigal in the matter of drwiatl; situations. To 
litis we have to add, that its dialogue speaks the language of 
passion, uml is rarely encumbered by mere descriptive or ftflpq- 
live pa.isagcb ."—Daily Anns 



THIRTEENTH THOUSAND 

Pflems 

T?v ST.l’TIHN PHILLIPS. 

* 

8 *Il 'tUj 6i m with “ /’.w/i and /•>.!«»-. .«,*• 

Crjzvn S7V 4 j. 6./. «*/. 

5w»/* /V-jj Opinrms. 

A 

“Iii ' \1 irp«*ivi 1 h«* «1> n , «»r,'ii it"i win T should hardly 

Ii.iv*: thou ;!»t ■ l« i that api ihei p «oii cm lx* Jmrr 

ih.m * l ‘l,n I ill II ■■iiI !i "l hill 1 , Uip'Vnl ;i ■{ my helkf 
wm -li.iiftl hv i»n a tin, ikit ihe poem p-'-Mlrililu-s .if cleric 
myth Wire ■ >luiv*• ii. yi thi yomi,»‘t uni p.it- iaki» this 
.'liiLic’ii dms and n.il*»- ii n. *\l) li'Miihtul, kindle** it into 
trciiiulniii life. oi'-tivs H w •!Ii I'v ii,\ *ii iy of intcr-woien 
dclkht .i T il pun, and ii :iv her m n «> J.i«p ic el.i-.-ic all llio 
wink*."—Mi. \\ 1 11 * '• M W\i -i\, in tl»* /' »:iu,‘ t htly. 

“Tho , ac>.f!il Iwrc i «* in i-* .l..d*l . i 1 ii tin* .»ru;iil nf a new 
and irn- purl. N ii ,, io .mi» 1 pi i>>ii pn-tcnd to lx* peaking, 
and Tiilii*. :ni>l p^-inn pally ^.i a ik. lit Jus 1*ik« a !ii*> plau 
.imi>n<; .i.ilh* i.'u poiK To that hi.;li honour the pn-^nt 
Yoliniii u-'h rh'i i'Ij ■ miMej, Mr. I'inMips. We m.iy §** —«*ict 
with n» , *t' 1 c".m* th * he iii'. B .pcit fii'uit tofnii* I'.i'n. It may 
In* '■aftly‘'lid that no pfct h.i*- mule hi* dliut With a \ulume 
uhit.li is at pine of t \tr iurdm.iry ni. rit jnd rich in proniis**." 
— ■\T». J. t’liMuON C.«o f i\ij in tie. /’*/// Mail Cavite, 

“The iiiir \vl"», with a fiw *^i i]>lin: tomhe., can d 1 ! up for 
us ima^fs like (In -r, in such iicu ivc .iml ii-a-deily tVl'ion, is 
not one t> In* i.ifiil with the common herd, ImL rather to. a 
man fiom wh m we h.: , .i* the rii'lit to esped hereafter dome 
of the great tluni;* whiiii will endure/' —Mi. W. L.Co’JR .1 NJCV, 
in the Daily 7eL ^rnpk. 



“ IIl sees dearly, feels intent ly, and wiitcs beautifully; in a 
wunl Luis a true poet.”—Mr. Wi .liam Akchj-k, in the Outlook . 

••Till •The Woman with the IWil S»ui* and *'Jlie Wifi./ 
thcie was only one London pnf , »n\Rn-»'i tti's ‘Jenny*; low 
that* are three. * Maipiv-'a' cuntamN nc of the luuliest and 
niiM impassioned lose-'[.ieel e*. in Lii a :li-ii p.rtiy. .Mr, j’hilkps 
is a ]»>et .ihiMiiv of i.ublt 1 pirforman. e ai.d cx« itinj; pnuni-*. 
i'ottry -!.■ l.ul of the h* m-ty of nnlili, so unwcikeiiti! hy 
rhetoric. the s* n;; of .1 ual :ii.;h'inhale in li»v« with a ci.il n.v, 
poetry so dj'/iiu^niskri hy Use .1 nuuiacy of 1ul.1i 

iin.nun.itimi, I I now n«.l whin < l>e to In.-l ■»m*01^ tin. 
of Mi. I'liillijis*. •;iMnrilioii.'—Mi. Rlt UAKu f.t. (J MJ.li.NNh, 
iu >lic lSXc'A &. 

“ Mr. rhilhi’N L a p". t, one «>1 the half-d-ircn men «.f the 
younger g* nei.itiuii, wii**-i wiiliiy.. mnt.iin the iiiilihnuliU* 
■pi.ilil) whiih luaki . ini pi noniiuii'.' -'Innei. 

“ V\r may p.«> Mi. L'hiilipn tin di-tiii^ui-liMl 1 ump'.inu-nt <>f 

<a\iiii: that in- hl.iul. \< 1 si i* iin< r thru hi' s\ ■ il* in 1 h% 111. 

Almost thewlioh uf tin • 1 -m-k 1- u>n enud w:'h hie .<n 1 ih'.uh, 
l.ii”ily .ia«i lih« 1 illy . •'ineinpi in* I , it is pm •r*j il>,it hind of 
."oiili 'njil.t*i*>ii w1m.1i our imnt joitiy I. 1 * ► -. ' l’li* li\, s.iys 

( ohiid^c • im more, ‘is tin hln .mu .u*il ilie fi.i.;» uf all 
hum 111 km whhuman 'in In Ri.iii I'liioiii-ii, 

kiio'ilch'i .* It s'nui'd im .I In ('Hillin', it c.iiiiii.t lx ip belli:; 
iuui.il; it inii<; in>1 hi lii.-aiuil.vi, bet it mud i.i’hKIiO ulutsdile. 
Il 1 . .is it w«.!■■, tin 1 ni.vid o.‘ in.ii> 4 111 (Xl-I^./ • m.di! into a 
world of lisiltr We pi.ii e Mi. 1*1 blip, for many excel limes. 
IjuL ihitfli f>r ill*- 5.7...t .1 r .md ardour of lu, puitiy, its 
}nrii't< ut loOme / 'a:!) C'uonhle. 

*'In hi' ui'W’ viilutin: Mr. Meplnn 1 ’hillips mure than fulfils 
'lit pronii'i; made hj hi* ‘Chri-l iu I lades*: hire 1.1 real poetic 
aehieM'inent the voidable £ ’Id . t .siiuy.” ■ .S fectator. 

11 Hut the smcciss of tin year is the solium* of poems by Mr, . 
Stephen Phillip-., vrhii'h lias been rxciiul with a chorus of 




applause which recalls the elrly triumphs of Swinburne and 
Trnii) Watmimkr ojetie. 

“ iVu such rviT. mL ie'll* Ixi ’k of vase as this has appeared for 
srvi m l year*. Mr. Phillips boldly t.u.illrni'ub companion, in 
style ami siibjtcl, wi' , .i the wmk of the jjrcjt in liters; the 
w»lteis wli«r«i h«* make; you think of lony’c up to Milton, and 
do nut f JI 1.i l..w l mil'll. Ho .itt'.iiipl-) nothing small,*ami ius 
juifiry bung, with it that scm.uiou »»f novilty ami llial 
sull'u*!f>u u! *t sunnily m.ir).(.fl jviM>n.;lity whit h .stamps a 
srrnuiiir piii.t. Ills l>l:"ik vii'c is cnihiiy l.is « wn, every whirr 
(li'Wi)H' *1. M'l'or'iii-, ami hhi.Kjl. Nil mm in our ^mention, 
'Lii.l kvr m ,ui> :;cn>Mtioii, h.ivo unite n botU-i than 
/♦.i >, iturt. 

*■ I l.i H* is pu mistaking the fact ilur Mi. Phillips'*, pm ifcal 
work ii \ciy Inn . horu awl viviilnm .»rc i.i t aiul .i inline*** 
of llmup'il wmJi ev'iku. continual n-w anil fli^hin;* images to 
Lh.'.riii tin 1 t'adci's iniijiujtii.ii. |u»i , ;« ■! solely on it-, milixiiic 
nu lit* - -, hi" \ir<i laU*. i ink with 111** lx*I as yet uui forth by any 
1 * 111 * i.t tin* y«.uii^ei y.cnoi iti< u of (••■its, and i*, moirovor, 
Miinpul with .i jir.Miii*»* ut impr- \* im riL whisk iho work of 
many aim-nj hi*, ii m;; cmi.pi-cr* ’ails to "limv '* -Daily Mail. 
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With Nriu IllieiiAtiim. I y I'my UuU-uik. 

Y«jI. \ II. A U.iy Dr.Miu. H\ Aliitfd T. .ipy’-mi. With 
I)hi-t i.itioie hy AtiIi'Ii.i Is.^ueile. 

Vol. \IIJ. A lki!!.nl" u]K«n 1 Wedilin«j. PySirJohn Suckling. 
Wiih Nine 1>) IhrleH Cole. 
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\im* IMiW.i.mmi t by V.ibuy lloml (iy. 

'«■!. XL * ('iirit.i.iat .it ili.- Mi nnaiii. I»% ThemSure W T, ut^ 
l)"ii.>-n. \\ i'b Mire lllu lr^li>>ns l. fc Ilci1n.il 

l. ‘'li . 
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•i llv 1 1 >i■ n Ke,i» 

W:i ! i hi Ii* r,bi>'*.iMinv. le l hath .>'111'. 

• ■'il w..iili‘. \ ii uc. |b W lii! ii.i W With 
1 : hi lllu i r.iiiiii,'. by Ttiui I’d W.uuill. 

I ■■ 11 1 ! > if *-'ir .1 ft ml ■ i*i- \i.'i. v 'b il« 'j. 1 i i * 

II* ’.‘i. I»% A. K. W >\. Wnli r.»hi f nil | i:;« 
Liu. ■ *r i] b l.y T K. W'.iy. 

\iii!it. I‘.\ |« bii Mibii.i. Willi Liyli' IHii-iia 

V*il. Will. J.ii.t *l":»i*i|i'»« J .i lew Mne-"-I. •*.: Tiniem AM • y 
lly W illi mi W.ipI .u.>*il.. Willi hijjl.i Tlh ,s ti.i 
limi. by Dm* ■ M M i\v i II. 

V.,1 \I!i, Tin Ii , -;i 'file Mup. lly Ilciny l^iii a .Ui‘ll>iw. 

Willi Lii’i.l 1 !!is lit* ■■•ii -1 >\ Dm ..lil M.iaW"*!. 

Vnl \’X. Tb- F. lii'.inl limn.. H» Wi1ii.ni. Wat on W'nh 
Mini. Hli. .rMi(i"'by I). V. C'unuoi,. 
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